OCTOBER. 


357 



356 OCTOBER. 

“ Strewing with fruits and foliage the ground, 
Welcoming desolation and decay.” 

And yet October is lovely, still no less “ for 
what it gives, than what it takes away,” and even 
for what it gives during the very act of robbing 
us of all the bright flowers, for the whole year 
cannot produce a sight fraught with more rich and 
harmonious beauty, than that which the woods and 
groves present during this month, notwithstanding, 
or rather in consequence of the daily decay of 
their summer attire. The gradual decay which 
loosens the withering leaves, gilds the autumnal 
landscape with a temporary splendour, superior 
to the verdure of spring or the luxuriance of sum- 
mer. We need not say we allude to the changing 
leaves with all their lights and shades of green, 
amber, red, light red, light and dark green, white 
and russet. 

« Those virgin leaves, of purest vivid green, 

Which charm’d ere yet they trembled on the trees, 
Now cheer the sober landscape in decay ; 

The lime fast fading, and the golden birch 
With bark of silver hue ; the moss-grown oak 
Tenacious of its leaves of russet brown, 

The ensanguined Dogwood, and a thousand tints 
Which Flora dress’d in all her pride of bloom. 

Could scarcely equal j decorate the groves.” 

To these temporary colours are added the more 
lasting ones of ripened berries, a variety of which 


now enrich the hedges ; the most conspicuous are 
the red hips of the rose ; the dark purple branches 
of the luxuriant blackberry ; the scarlet and green 
berries of the nightshade ; the fruit of the haw- 
thorn; the blue black sloes covered with their 
soft tempting looking bloom ; the dull coloured 
berries of the woodbine ; and the sparkling ones of 
the holly. Every breeze brings to the earth thou- 
sands of rich brown acorns among the falling leaves, 
leaving empty their hollow cups. — Now the rustics 
are busy in stripping the trees of the ripe elderber- 
ries to carry to the neighbouring market for sale, 
and digging their potatoes to store up for their 
winter use. 

October was the eighth month of the Alban 
year, and in that of Romulus, whence originates 
the name it now bears, which is derived from 
Octo , eight, and imber , a shower of rain. It was 
the tenth as at present in the calender of Numa 
Fompilius, Julius and Augustus Csesar. It was 
called by the Saxons Wyn monat , (wyn signifying 
wine) because it was the month in which they 
pressed grapes. 

As the flowers die away, the holly and ivy have 
a brighter and fresher look, and seem to burst out 
with a summer like attire. 



